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QUINCY CARDS.

The followirg is a list of First-class Quin-
ey Business Houses and representative mea
We wonld eall theatiention of those of our
patrons who deal in Quiney, especially coun-
ity merchants, to this sist. ‘}Z\p--rinl care
was laken to have first-class, responsible
mén on the list,

BRASS FOUNDER,

ongl. Mager axp Macuise Rerainer
Third and Maln Strects,

IVINCY,

ILLINOIS.
All work puaranteed satisfactory nrno pay. Cash
oid for old copper, brass, sineand jead,

. ¢ NICHOLS.

.
LAW AND REAL ESTATE,

308 Maln Sireet,

QUINCY, TLLINOIS.

MITH, HILL & CO.
Manufaciurers o

IRON HOUSE FRGNTS,

.. Kixps or Grav Iron Castinus,
Quincy, fllinais.
orner Fith and Ohlo strects,

-y

S

J H. MICHELMANN,
e Manufacturer of all Kindw or
STEAM BOILE R
oal 01 Lard and Water Tanks,
CUoolers, Kettles, Ete,,

Alsoail kinds of Tron Work, Sm

sritehings, Special atteotion glyen 1l kinda of

repmicl. . OrleTs hiy of irlegraph  prompily

sttended Lo, Secoud willnilers miwayson hand
orner Sprigg anid Sec Stic

EIRESVILLE CARDS.
R. L. DARROW
NOTARY PUBLIC,
REAL ESTATE & INSURANCE AGENT.

KirxsviLrLe, Mo.,

Willbuy and sel) Real Estate, pay taxes,
write and acknowledee deside of all kinds,
nake abstracts direct from Records, prepare
tontracts snd write Insurance policies in first
elass companies. Office, over Kirksville Say
fugs Bank, with F. M. Harrington  -nl1S.t{

T. C. HARRIS

Justice_ of the Peace, Conveyancer, Real
Estaie and ax Paying Acent,
KIRKsSV LLE, MissOURI

Buys and se.le lands. town property eic. on
eommission. Somevery destiruhle farufs snd ity
sroperty  unlmproved and fmproved for sale st

reatl barpaing. Taxes pald, ® coilectrd ab-
tracts furiished, and account reted prompily.

‘arreapondents solleited., A iuess looked
after with care and prowmpiness. OFrice—South
east corner square, ove: Jamison's Drog St e,
Room N n3d m

No. 2.

o M, SNITH H. B. PATTEESON

A. M. SMITH & CO.,

Real Estate, Tax-Paying and Insurance Agenis
Notary 'Prallgnilc, Etc.. "

Buy snd sell on commiseion make entjections ex=
amine titles, furuiah nbstracts. write deeds of
ronveysnce. Have torsale lange (racts of the most
destrable praziug land a! low fdeures citherin Adaly
Fradjoluing counties, well Watered and can give
dme on payment (o sult purchaser wilh low rate
> Ume ou payments o suit purchaser with low

te of interest, Lands especiatly adapted 1o sheop
l.luf. belug elerated aud rolllng. Have also
Iat ot improved farms in tracts from 40 acres

any desired amount near market and contigeons
odtlylng rappe. Aiso town property and ballde
wite. No reglstery feo—correrponnence with non
residents owalng lands or town property io thisor
ad'olning counties In respectfaily  sollelted,
sharge wi hoot sale s eftected.

CH.\,-:, 5. BOSCOW.
PHYSICIAN & SURGEON,
KirksviLLE, Mo.

at all hours 3 |OfMlce nuw roums
A1y

Willzttend ealls
renr of Jumtson's Deng Sture.

. 1
, Seed, Hay
Ete, Etic.,
SLOAN’S OLD STAND
Directly west of the Parcell's Hoose

KH_\:.\-ICITY & LINK,
DEALEHRS

Lyrain

HIRKESVILIE
NMARBLE WORKS,
DAVID BAIRD, Proprietor.

—DEALER IN—

AMERICAN AND  l7aLiaN  Manrbile
MONCMENTS, HEADSTONES, ETC.,
Klrkeville, - Missouri
Allerders filled on short notlce Nortl

sasl coroer of the public squure.
¥srhle Purchased din rom the quarries
sn) ouly the best of workmen cmyployer

NOTICE.

Etill on the cormur southwest of the Brick Stabl]
and devote all my attention te midwlicry and al
cinale discascs,

CATHERINE C. DAVIS.

~ J.W.JOENSTON,
Attorney at Law and Notary Public.

Uifite aver Saviegy Bank

A'l' J.FOWLER'S
MERCHANT TAILOR.
KIRKSVILLE, MO

(East side square ovir Jamison’s Drug Mtore)

the place te got the Best Sult of Clothes for the
At Money.

Hirkaville, Missouri.

H. S. HAMILTON,

DEALER IN

WOOD, COAL ETC

KirgsviLLe, Mo.

Orvice - Norra SIDE SQUARE.

W. D. OLDHAM,

ATTORNEY AT LAW.
KirgsviLLE, Mo,
DOficetirer Hope & Hiope's store Bouth Hde
“Elres iy

*in
QUINCY I*.I.I.\‘n!s-l

fthriginal Btory.)

UNCLEOWEN’S WIFE

OR

TEZREDGRAVEMYSTERY

CHAPTER XV.

IN THE OHIO VILLAGE.

“Stop the train, stop the train!”
Uncle Owen continued to shout.

“What's the matter with him ¥
Some of the passengers asked.

“He’s mad—he'smad!”

“A madman is aboard the train.”

So wild and excited was the almost
frantic husband that his eyes seemed
blazing with fury.

“Stop tie train! Stop the train!"
he continued to shout.

The conductor and brakeman start-
ed down the car to quiet him. See-
ing that they made no effort to obey
his command, he sprang up anfd seized
the bell cord and gave it a tremendous
jerk.

Almost instantly the
whistled down breaks.

“What did you do that for, sir?"
cried the conductor almost furiously.

“Stop the train—she is there. 1
saw her—I saw her. I'dswearl saw
her there.”

locomotive

“Saw who ¥

“My wife.”

“He's crazy,” said one of the pas-
sengers.

“(Oh no I an not; let me off, for the
love of Heaven let me off.”

The train had been slowing up
obedient to the warning pull, but the
conductor seized the bell cord and
signaled the train to move on again.
Once more it was increasing its speed,
and Owen Redgrave became almost
frantic in his anxiety.

*Why don’t you stop it?” he cried.

*1 can't stop here.”

“But she’s there—my wife. 1've
searched the world over for her, and
his 15 the first glimpse I have caught
ofher.” He ran toward the door as if
he would hurl himself to the ground.

“Stop him! Don't let him out
cried the conductor, now fully con-
vinced that he was dealing with a mad-
man. Four or five strong men seized
the exasperated husband and dragged
him back.

Owen Redgrave struggled with
maniacal fury, but the passengers all
convinced that there was a madman
aboard came hurrying forward to hold
him. It was in vain he plead and
begged to be put off.

The train whirled on to the next
station eight or tenmiles away. Here
he was permitted to take his baggage
and get off. He went to a hotel, the
best the smzall Ohio village could af-
ord.

“] want a team,” he said to the
landlord as soon as he was in his
room.

“A team ¥

“Yes sir—horses and buggy.”

“Do you want to go away 2"

“Yes.!

“Where ¥

“About eight or ten miles back on
the railroad ™

The lardlord stood scratching his
head a moment.

“Can’t you get the team?” Uncle
Owen asked.

“Yes--"

“Well do so0 at once.”

“Don’t you want dinner first?”

“Yes, if it’s ready.”

“It1s.”

*“Then I will eat, but have a car-
riage, horses and anver ready as soon
as I have taken my dinner.”

He wentin to the small dining room
and sat down at the table. Uncle
Owen was too much agitated to notice
the dark skinned man who sat at the
table opposite him. He fixed his eyes
on the Kentucky planter very much as
a ravenous wolf might on the lamb
drinking at the brook.

Uncle Owen hurriedly disposed of
his dmner and then went to his car
riage which was waiting for him. The
driver sat in the seat snapping his
whip at the flies that buzzed about the
horses ears.

“Are ye ready " he asked of Uncle
Owen, >

“Yes sir, [ am quite ready,”

“Climb in.”

Uncle Owen got in the carriage just
as a dark skinned mar with black
flashing eyes emerged from the house.
He fixeda keen glance on the man
who was going away in the buggy.

“Which way d'ye want ter go ?”’ the
driver asked. .

“Back to the next station.”

“South.”

A2

.| Pve lived in these parts about ten

“\"CS.“

“Allright.”” He cracked his long
whip and the horses stagted off at a
brisk trot, A flock of geese which
were coming down the street were
scattered in every direction uttering
screams of complaint at such treat-
ment. The buggy spun on, sending
great clouds of dust soaring into the
air in its rear.

“Do ye kuow who the monsieur is?"
asked the dark skinned man of the
landlord in a voice which betrayed a
slight foreign accent.

“No, he’s an old gent that came in
on the last train, and he never took
the pains to register. He started off
somewhere.”

“Where is he going "

+I don’t know—he's told no oue.”

Thedark skinned man nodded his
head knowingly and went hurriedly to-
ward the livery stable. Ina few mo-
ments he was mounted on a swift foot-
ed roadster and thuncering away after
the flying buggy, yettaking the greatest
care to keep out ot sight of it.

The carriage in the meanwhile was
speeding on down the wooded road.
The scenery, though common place,
was not without 1ts points of interest.
There was the rail road with a fence
on one side and an open forest on the
other. Hogs were rooting in the soft,
cool soil at the road side, and stopped,

clattering buggy, through the dirt
which had accumulated about their
eyes.

Down the glade and across the plain
Uncle Owen sped.  An old cow which
lay in the road chewing her cud very
complacently, was run on by the ap-

rearing their heads and staring at the |
| some one whom you have forgotten.”
|

“Do you know any woman who has
been in the country not lopger than a
year and a half and any period shorter
than that.”

The farmer removed his staw hat
and scratched his head a few moments
in a thoughtful manner. i

“Yas there’s Pete Dimple's wife.
Pete an’ his wite hev been here about
that time.”

“What kind of*a woman is Mrs
Dimple.”

“Oh, she's a right peart woman."”

“How old 2" ‘

“I'd say 'bout thirty

“Is she a brunette or a blonde 2"

“Whatis that?’

“Is she light or dark ¥

“Oh she’s got black eyes an’ hair.”

“Do you know any other woman
who has been in the igigliborhood but
a'short tme ? &

Y-as, thar’s Sallie Riggins."”

“How does she luok?”

““She’s a tall gal, red headed and
freckles on her face, got a hooked
nose.” _

“She 1s not the one."

“Then thar’s Lucy Dumkins who's
been here *bout a year I reckin.”

“What kind of a woman is she ?”

“She’s a libely gal ’bout eighteen.”

“Too young,” interrupred Uucle
Owen. *‘Are there any more {"

“No.”

“Think and see ifthere may not be

The farmer seemed for a long time
to be cudgeling his brain, but at last
shaking his head he said:

“No, thar’s no ‘un.”

“Did youever know a woman call-
ing herself Alice Redgrave?"

proaching buggy, and the forewheel
was on her shoulder before she sprang |
to her feet. So sudden was her move }
ment that the buggy was almo:t turn- |
ed over.

“Do youknow where you want to
go 7" the driver asked,

“No.” Uncle Owen answered.
“Then how 'm I to know when ye
git there.”

“T will tell you.”

All the while Uncle Owen was close-
ly watching the rail road and the
various crossings.

“We can't be far from there, we
can't be far from there,” he said to
himself. *I saw her, I know I saw
her.”

Atlast he called to the driver to
halt, and in a moment he pulled up at
the road side.

“[et me out,” he said. He climb-
ed out of the vehicle and went to the
railroad crossing. Wagons had been
passing over the railroad, and had
doubtless obliterated the foot prints
he should find there. But a little to
one side of the rcad, slightly spattered
with dust was the impression made by
a smali shoe.

+“This is the place—thisis the very
spot ; not five hours ago my wife, for
whom I have scarched so long, stood
here. Oh where is she now ”

He sank down upon some cross ties
which had been piled atthe road side,
and burying his face in his hands
groaned :

#Oh she’s gone—could I but have
gotten off the cars at that time, T would
be with her now, But she must be
somewhere near. She lives near here
surely. I will find her. She was
dressed as the merchant said he saw
her, in mourning. Poor Alice is it for
herself she is in mourning ¥

He walked to the top of therailroad.
On the other side there was a comn
field wnich came down lo it. A man
was at work 1n the field, The Ken-
tuckian climbed the fence and hailed
the farmer. How was he to approach
the subject of inquiry which he had
come to make. The farmer looked a
little astonished and then asked:

“What d'ye want?”

“I'm hunting for a woman,” said
Uncie Owen. :

The farmer smiled and said:

“Wall, stranger, we ain’t got any
lost, but I reckin’ ef ye ain’t too hard
ter suit ye kin find ong, fur the country
is full o' em.”

] was passing here on the train an
hour ago and saw a lady standing at
the crossing. Where is she now "

“1 dun no, stranger.”

“Where did she go "

“] didn't see her, an’ o' course I
don"t know puthin’ ’bout her. She’s
gone—I guess home. It must have
been some o’ the neighbor gals

“Are you well acquainted about
here "

a«Wall, I reckin’ I orter be semn’ as

17

“No.”

“Or Alice Harcourt.”

‘“No never.”

“Or any other Alice 1"

“Tha’r old Alice Pilkins. I've
knowed her fur twenty years. She's

| bout fifty yearsold.”

“But she is not the one "

“Then stranger ye’ll hev to look
som’ers else, kase I can’t give ye any
information about it.”

“Well I will inquire of other per-
sons."

“Ye won't find the gal ye want I'm
thinkin’.”

Uncle Owen then went to the buggy
and climbed into it. In a few mo-
ments he was driven to a farm house
where he proceeded with his investi-
gations. From farm house to farm
house he drove without eliciting any
informatior about his wife.

When night came he was exhausted

anb wearied.
“Drive me back to the hotel,” he
said sinking back onthe cushions in
despair. In a few moments the buggy
was rattling back toward the village.

CHARTER XVI.

SONNETTI AGAIN.

The dark skinned horseman who
had started in pursuit of Owen Red-
grave, kept just in sight of the buggy
but did not approach near enough to
it, to excite suspicion. It happened
strangely enouvgh that every time
Uncle (iwen's buggy stopped that he
also stopped. It might be to. fix his
saddle blankets, tighten the girth or to
talk with some one whom he met; but
you may be sure that over beyond the
hill, around the lane fence, or behind
the grove of trees scmewhere, the dark
skinned horseman was waiting. And
singular enough every time Uncle
Owen's buggy moved on he seemed to
canter carelessly along behind, as
though he was merely exercising his
horse. His ride seemed aimless, and
he galloped along with a careless free-
dom of one who had no ostensible
object inview. But the cunning vil
lain was busy. The very thing he
seemed not to do he was doing with
all his power and skill, that was, watch-
ing the action of Uncle Owen’s buggy.

“The old man seems notto be suc-
ceeding well, he chuckled as he fol-
lowed him from house to house. “Why
did he come here. Has he heard
something? The fool to expect to
find z2 Madame-Moiselle without me
knowing about it. I will know, oh! I
will know right soon too."

After a few moments cantering
leisurly along his eyes upon the ground
he finally said to himself.

“I vaz a fool. Why should I lether
shp my fingar when I have her eh?
Two weeks ago she waz at ze farm
house a school teacher, then she run
away. Itrace her here and he came
here. 1 have only to watch him and
then all will be well, I will see her and

years.

she will be in my power again.”

Waen Uncle Owen at last worn out,
started back for the Ohio village the
dark skinned horseman followed him.

Yet he was justin sight, and did not
seem to be following him. He seem-
to have any other object in view, than
to follow the husband searching for his
wife.

“T will decide now whether I doit
to-night or not,” he said to himself as
he rode along.

It was long after dark when they
reached the quiet village. A pale
white face in the sombre twilight was
watching their entrance to the village,
from the window of the very hotel at
which they were both stopping. It
was 2 woman’s face and she held m
her arms a sleeping babe. She had
come to the village a hour or two be-
fore gowng immediately to her room
and claiming to be wearried by
travel .

She was a young widow calling her-
self Mrs. Mary Maitiand. She drew
back 1n the shadow of the room and
as Uncle Owen entered the hotel, and
laid her sleeping child on the bed.

“It is he,” she said, “his room ad-
joins mine, and now I dare not speak
lest my voice be recognized. Heaven
grant that my child may sleep.”

The child like 1ts mothér was weary
and slept the sleep of exhaustion. The
small shues of the mother indicated
that she had traveled a considerable
distance on foot. She watched the
form of the dark horseman stealing in
after him.

“It is he, it is he ¥ she whispered.
“T know his form he is my evil genius.
Onh ! why does he not become entang-
ledin legal difficulties for the mamfold
crimes of which he had been guilty,
and thus free me from him forever.”
She sat in the shades of the evening
and sighed. The dark for mentered the
hotel and she watched him with a lynx
like eye
“The scoundrel comes here on
mischief bent. It is not myself that
will be in danger to-night, but one
whose ‘life I hold dearer than my
own.”

The baby stired in 1ts sleep and she
arose and went to it. The child had
become ill and feverish from the jour-
ney.

“Heaven grant that no evil conse-
(juences may result from this day’s trav-
el. I was forced to make it, and to-
morrow I must be gone, Before tke
sun rnises 1 must be away. Thank
heaven my baggage is checked on,
and I can follow. The scoundrel will
be trown off the track.”

She hushed her babe once more to
sleep. and then placed herself near the
door to listen to what might transpire
below. The sounds of many voices
could be heard, and after an hour or
two there came a slow almost sad step
up to the hall above. It was following
a waiter who carried alighted candlein
his hand..

“This is your room sir,” said the
waiter pausing at the room adjoiuing
the room where the woman calling her-
self Mary Maitland was staying.

“All nght, just leave a candle with
me and I will get along,” said Owen
Redgrave,

Then she heard the man go in his
room and the waiter was returning
down the steps. She listened now
with her ear close to the thin board
partition which was between her and
Uncle Owen. She heard him slowly
walking sbout in the apartment, and
could even hear the sigh which escap-
ed from his trouble burdened heart.
Back and forth, back and forth across
the room the slow measured steps of
the man continued their wav.

“Oh my God ! he finally exrlaim-
ed, '‘kow long—oh how long am I t»
be tortured with this terrible suspense.
It 1s kiling me by inches. Yet why
should I complain when[she is suffer-
ing far more than 1. Alice,—Alice,
my darling Alice where are you to
night. Are you near—oh! you must
be, for [ saw you this day as plainly as
I ever saw you in my hfe. Though it
was but an instant, and I saw your
face—I knew it was you. My darling
Alice how you have suffered. Oh 1
would give the world to see you to
night.”

The woman who listened was sob-
bing bitterly yet she made no noise
sufficient to disturb the sorrow burden-
ed man in the other room.

The babe awoke. Its wailing cry
for its mother was heard by the man
in the other room. Owen Redgrave's
disposition naturally warm and sympa-
thet ¢, went out for the infant.

#Pooruaby,” he said sadly. “Isit
suffering more than I. T wish I could
relieve it.”

The child continued to cry until its
mother took it, holding it to her breast
until she had soothed it to sleep not
daring to even a hum Jullaby.

“Thank heaven it did cry,” the
mother mentaily ejaculated. “He
head its voice, though he knows it not.
Thank Heaven he has head its voice.”

The baby was soon, hushed to sleep.
Uncle Owen naving walked himself
tired, at last undressed and wentto

bed.

The strange woman who had that
afternoon walked into the Ohio vil-
lage on the railroad, still listened at
the partition.

*1 don’t want a single word he ut-
ters this night, lost,”’ she was saying to
herself. *“To-mortow moming when
he wakes I wiil be gone. 1 will never
see him again—perhaps never hear his
voice, and must hear it now.

She even listened to his breathing
long after he was buried in sleep.
Midnight still found her kneeling at
the partition, She did not seemed to
desire to even rise again to her feet,

But suddenly her quick ear hears s
catlike tread coming up the stair-way.
It is slowand often pauses. At fir-t
itwasonly a creak on the stairway.
Then it becomes a step. Now she
heard it on the stair and now off the
stair, and then in the hall way. This
new sound so disturbed and annoyed
her, that she gave itall her alten-
tion.

*“He has come to do his fiendish
work,” she gasped her heart beating
wildly and her eyes glaring with a
lustre that was wonderiul.

Slowly and continuosly the footsteps
moved along the hall until they were
oposite her door and there they paused
as if the person were listening. She
had her light out, and with her eye st
the key-hole caught sight of a tall dark
form. It was a man witha dark lan-
tern in his hand. He was the dark
faced scoundrel who had followed
Uncle Owen.

Straight to the room of Mr. Red-
grave he crept and began scientifically
picking the lock. The woman rose
and softly opened the door of her
rnom jnst as *h= would be assassin
succeeded in openmng the door to
Uncle Owen’s room. A bright blade
was flashing in hi§ hand, an d he
had taken one step into the room
of the sleeping planter when toe wo-
man sprang into into the hall and in
a low yet determined voice said:

“Stop Sonnetti, villian, murderer
stop—""

[T0 BE CONTINUED.]

GIVEN AWAY FOR ONE YEAR.

We want 200,co00 subscribers before
May 1st, 1885, to our large Ilustrated
publication, THE SUNSHINE MAG aZINE.
In orderto get the above number of
subscribers wé® must give away sub-
scription the first year, and the second
year we will make up the loss as most
of tnem will subscribe agamn, paying
our regular price. Send twelve two-
cent stamps to pay postage and vou
will have the above Magazine to read
every week for one whole year. Iiyou
accept the atove offer, we expect you
will be kind enough to distribute
among your friends, a few small books
containing our advertisements and 167
of the best household receipts.
for which we will make you a present
of a handsome, silver plated. five-bot-
tle CASTER, ora bair of ROLLER
SKATES. State how manv books
and Caster (or Skates) prepaid. Or-
der for your friend also, and you will
receive both prosents. Address
Sexsuine Macazine Co. Fillmere,
N.Y.
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The tongue of an omnibus never
speaks except in a stage whisper.

What's in a name? That which we
call a mule by any other name would
kick as hard.

Germany has annexed a good deal
of territory durning the past year, and
yet she wants Sa-moa-

O'Donovan Rossa, who has an al-
leged knowledge of dynamite, now
knows somerhing of the widow's might.

A singerin a Michigan college pa-
per anxiously inquires: “Why come
notmy lover to me!” Have you
thought to chain up the dog, dear giri?

“Yes, sir,” said Mrs: Partingion,
speaking of one who had drank him-
self 1o death: “Yes sir; dissolution has
brough many a man to his grave,

Bishop: *“Dosen’t shy,eh, Mr. Per-
kins?? Horsedealer:*Shy? never. Stop,
my lord. I mustbe honest with you.
I did know him shy conce; but tkat
was at a Salvationist Army passin’ by?”
Bishop buys horse at once.

Little Man: “In referring to me as
a hog, sir.am 1 to understand that
you speak literally or figuratively?”
Biy Man: “Oh!figuratvelly, I assure
you sir; figuratively, It would be
abserd to speak literally of onely one
hog.”

Some years ago a lady in Boston
died. Her husband being a strong
Spiritualist, desired to hold communi-
cations with his departed, and inquired
if she was happy. *Oh! yes.” was the
reply. “‘I am happy here; yet, after
all, itisn’t Boston.

Lieutenant: “There is nothing hke
presence of mind. One day in battle
a soldier near me had four of his teeth
knocked in by a rifle ball, which would
have surely passed through his spinal
column and killed him, had he not,
with rare presence of mind, quickly
swallowed the ball.”

At a recent gathering in St. Louis,
General Soerman was present. Said a
young lady resident: “He dosen't
look like a litezary map.” “Oh! he
isn’t!” replied another young resident.
Didn’t he write ‘Scnool for Scandal’?”
“Mercy, no. You are thinking of
General Shenidan. He 1s not here to-

night.”

GEN. GRANT.

The Ex-President Slowly Dying—Na-
ture of ine Disease with Which
He is Aficed.

Naw Yorx, March 1.-At midnight
Gen. Grant’s condition was reported
unchanged. The General was up aur-
ing the day, asusual, but his physicians
and friends have given up all hopes of
hir recovery. His doctors say he is
gradually siokiug. ‘T'here were wany
callers at the house to-day.

The New York Zridunc says:

“His cordition remains about_the
same; he is neither better nor worse
than he has been for severzl days,”
said Col. Frederick Grant last evening.
Who the callers were yesterday, or
from whom any letters or ielegrams
were received concerning Gen. Grant’s
condition, Col. Grant refusad to dis-
close.

Dr Douglass said: *Gen. Grant
passed a comfortable night, slept well,
had little pain, and during the day was
up and around and enjoyed himseil
with his family. The General ate
more heartly yesterday than he has for
several days.

“Was the General alarmed at the
Lapblicity given to his case and onfind-
ing nut his true condition?”

I am notina position to answer
questions as to whatis done in Gen,
Grant's house, but I presume all ac-
counts of his condition that might pro-
duce an untavorable mental impression
were kept from him. 1 saw him
about 10 o'clock to-mght and he was
then free from pain, and gave promise
of passing a comfortable night.”

The New York [For/d of Tuesday
will have the fullowing: Dr Fordyce

Jaker, family physician, said yester-
day: “These cases turn out so different-
ly from what we expect cften, it1s not
wise for me to predict how long Gen.

Grant will live. I have not seen him

for a week. 1 was present at a con-

sultation of physicians and thought
then that the case was very cserious.

[ have great faith m Dr. Douglass, be-

cause he was successful in many cases.

I referred to hum. Thatis how 1 came

to interest Gen. Grantin having treat-

ment at his hands. The surgeons, Dr.

Markoe and Sands, were called i, be-

cause 1t was thuught advisable to con-

sider the subject of an operation. The
location of the disease, however was
found to be such that a surgical opera-
tionwas vut of the questicn. There
was no way of getting at the ulcera-
tion The General’s throat will not be
closed up by growth ot the diseased
parts, He will waste away because of
the drain on hissystem and the wear-
ing of the disease on hrs nervous forces.

[ am sorry to say the troub e is seldom

cured, and there seems to be little

hope forhis life. We told General

Grant he might smoke half a cigar, but

in a week from that time he had ceased

tol in any form. It was
ought best not toirritate the throat with
tohaceo, but to say that uicotine caus-
ed the canceris 1 too far. The Gen-
errl’s will power in giving up his cigar,
especially when he had been in the
habit of smeking so many a day is re-
makable. He has not smoked a cigar
since October
- L

to use cCo
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Egotism :

An alphabet with one
letter

Boston has 168 school houses worth
$7,300,000.

An agreeble person is one who
agrees with you.

“Reading makes a
So does eatmg Bacon—

Bacon says:
full man.”
and beans.

The appropriations for the govein-
ment expenses next year amount to
.'51 30,000,050,

The beautiful is nothing more nor
less than the summit of the true.—
[Victor Hugo.

A Newport, Ky., girl pawned her
grandmother’s false teeth for money to
attend the roller skating rink.

“Mamma,” said Polly on hearing a
donkey bray. *[ like the donkey, but
I don’t like to hear him donk.”

The 1ce bridge at Niagara this win-
ter is said to be the most massive for
many years, and is estimated to be
over 6o feet deep.

“We bend the knee but not the
elbow,’ is the motto of 2 Good Tem-
plar'’s society in Pennsylvania. The
motto is a good one.

The police of New York are such
strict sabibatarians that they refuse
even to look at the open door of a
grog-shop on Sunday.

“No indezd ! exclaimed Mr. Pode-
man energetically, “I don't believe in
the extension of woman's sufirage at
all. She suffers envugh now.”

S 8

Pigons are more profitable than may
be supposed, as they often hatch and
raise as nany as ten pairs of squabs in
a year. No one should expect them
to pay a qrofit unless a suitable poultry
loft has been drovided. If lsft outside
1 boxes the owls raid on them. hun.
dreds cf squabs and adults are yearly
destroyen without the knowleage of the
keeper by such midnight marauders.
the hawks also distroy the oid birds
during the day but the owl is the prih-
cipal enemy.

Edward Vogely, a book-keeper of
the Buder, Pa , Savings Bank, is miss-
ing with $50,000 of the bank’s maney.




